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he kept money cheap, other antics could be condoned. But
outside Italy, throughout the provinces, except in the Roman
clubs, there was a reverence in the voices that spoke the
name. Was the weary world to find its saviour at last? Ah,
Caesar was going to bring just government. He would
destroy the pitiless tax-gatherer. He would abolish the
legates and their guards that raped and looted. He would
give peace at last.

Peace with heaven and earth.   And the praise to Caesar.

A CREAK. Cleopatra, dosing, looked up to see her brother
standing over her. He was worse than a nuisance, fifteen
years old now. Was there a dagger behind his back?

" What do you want?"

"I'm your husband, aren't I?" he asked, sulkily.

He irritated her; he was so like his elder brother who had
been drowned, her first husband.

"O go away."

He caught her wrist. "Look here. You've got to make
me a proper king or let me go to the war with Caesar."

"You can't go."

"Then Fm going back to Egypt."

"You're not."

He leaned down and took her tightly in his arms. How
strong he was growing. Vainly she struggled; but, satisfied
with his show of strength, he dropped her on the couch,
grinning,

" You didn't know I could do as I liked with you, eh?
You'd better take care. But I don't want you, I only can't
bear you thinking I'm fooled. I'm not. I know all about you*"

"Get out."   She pointed to the door, panting.

With an insulting gesture of the thumb, "That to you and
Caesar," he strode out, whistling. She heard him whistling
down the corridor, then silence, then one of her girls
giggling. Decidedly he was a nuisance, a bumptious pest.

IT was a dreadful thing to hold the fate of Caesar in one's
palm-
So thought Servilia as she sat in her house at Rome,,
quietly looking at the roll in her lap.   A widow now for the